176                   PRISON LETTERS
This morning, when the flutter of wings came, at
nine o'clock, I was peeling swedes. They, you may
not know, are a kind of turnip largely eaten by sheep !
We have been eating so many lately that I feel I shall
soon begin to ' baa-baa/ But they are very good
indeed. You should try them, though perhaps as a
veg.1 you already know them.
Now, darling, the limit is reached and there is no
space for love which would require a very big one and
remembrances to all friends. I hope Esther will be
coming again soon. I long to show her the book.
I know she would understand.
1 Vegetarian.